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Suave mart magno, turbantibus eaquora ventis, 
E terra magnum alterius fpectare laborem. WLucrer. 


$2 E Writers of Effays, or (as they are termed) 
‘ me. Periodical Papers, juftly claim to ourfelves a 
.. place among the modern improvers of li- 
Sive2 terature. Neither Bentley nor Burman, nor 
any, equally fagacious Commentator, has 
been able to difcover the leaft traces of any fimilar produc- 
tions among the Ancients: except we can fuppofe, that the 
Hiftory of Thucydides was retailed weekly in fix-penny 
numbers ; that Senecardealt out his Morality every Saturday ; 
or that Tu/ly wrote Speeches and Philofophical Difquifitions, 
whilft Virgil and Horace clubb’d together to furnifh the 
Poetry for, a Roman Magazine. 





THERE is a word indeed, by which we are fond of 
diftinguifhing our works, and for which we muft confefs 


F ourfelves 
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onrfelves indebted to the Latin. Myfelf, and every petty 
Journalift, affect to dignify our hafty performances by ftiling 
them Lucusrations: by which we mean, if we mean 
any thing, that as the day is too fhort for our labours, we 
are obliged to call in the affiftance of the night: not to 
mention the modeft infinuation, that our compofitions are 
fo correct, that, like the Orations of Demofihenes, they may 
be faid to fmell of the lamp. We would be-unterftood to 
follow the directions of the Roman Satirift, “« to grow pale 
“« by the midnight candle ;”’ though perhaps, as our own 
Satirift exprefles it, we may be thought 


‘© Sleeplefs ourfelves to give our readers fleep.”’ 


But, as a relief from the fatigue of fo many reftlefs hours, 
we have frequently gone to fleep for the benefit of the 
public: and furely we, whofe labours are-confined to a 
fheet and half, may be indulged in taking a nap now 
and then, fince a modern Dreamer has outdone even 
BUNYAN in ftile and fentiment, and pompoufly dozed 
through an whole Odtavo, 


Arter this preface, the reader will not be furprized 
if I take the liberty to relate a Dream of my own, It is 
ufual on thefe agcafions \to be lulled to fleep by fome book; 
and moft of my brethren pay that compliment to Virgil or 
Shakefpeare: but as I could never ‘difcover any opiate quali- 
ties in thofe authors, I chofe to flumber over fome modern 
performance. I muft beg to be excufed from mentioning 
particulars, as F would not provoke the refentment of my 
cotemporaries: Nobody will imagine, that I dipt into any 
of our modern Novels, or took up any of our late Trage- 
Let it fuffice, that ] prefently fell faft afleep. 


lies, 





I rounp myfelf tranfported in an inftant to the fhore 
of an immenfe fea, covered with innumerable veffels and tho’ 
many 
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many of them fuddenlydifappeared every minute, I faw others 
continually launching forth, and purfuing the fame courfe. 
The Seers of Vifions, and Dreamers of Dréams, have their 
organs of fight fo confiderably improved, that they can 
take in any objet, however diftant or mintite. It is not 
therefore to ‘be wonder’d at, that I could difcern every 


thing diftin€tly, though the waters before me were'of the 
deepeft black. 


Waite I ftood contemplating this amazing fcene, one 
of thofe good-natured Genii, who never fail making their 
appearance to extricate Dreamers from their difficulties, rofe 
from the fable ftream, and ‘planted himfelf at my elbow. 
His ‘complexion was of the darkeft hue, not ‘tinlike ‘the 
Demons of a printing-houfe; his jetty beard fhone ‘like ‘the 


briftles of a blacking-bruth; on his head he wore a Turbant 
of Imperial Paper ; and 


“* There hung a Calf-fkin on his rev’rend limbs,”’ 


which ‘was gilt on the back, and faced With Tobings of 
Morocco, \etter’d (tike a Rubric-poft) with the names of 
the moft emifent authors. In his right hard he bore a 


printed fcroll, which from the marginal corte@tions I ima- 


gin’d to be a Ptoof-fheét; and ‘in his left he waved the 
Quill of a Goofe. 


He immediately accofted me. —‘ Town, faid he, Iam 
* the Genius who is deftiried to conduc you thro’ thefe 
© turbulent waves. The fea that you now behold is The 
Ocean of Inx. Thofe towers, at a great diftance, 
Whofe bafes are founded upon rocks, and whofe tops 
feem loft in the clouds, are fituated in The Istes of 
*“ Fame. Contiguous to thefe, you may difcern by the 
«« glittering of its golden fands The Coast of Gain, which 
* ‘Jeads to a fertile and rich country. All the veffels, which 


“¢ are 
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are yonder failing with a fair wind on the main fea, are 
making towards one or other of thefe: but you will ob- 
ferve, that on their firft fetting-out they were irrefiftibly 
drawn into The Eppies of Criticism, where they 
were obliged to encounter the moft dreadful tempefts and 
hurricanes. In thefe dangerous ftreights you fee with 
what violence every bark is toft up and down ; fome go 
to the bottom at once; others, after a faint ftruggle, are 
beat to pieces; many are much damaged ; while a few 
by found planks and tight rigging are enabled to weather 
the ftorm.” 


Ar this fight I ftarted back with horror; and the re- 


membrance ftill dwells fo ftrong upon my fancy, that I even 


now imagine the Torrent of Criticifm burfting in upon 


me, and ready to overwhelm me in an inftant. 


ca 
. 
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** Caft a look, refumed my Inftructor, on that vaft Lake 
divided into two parts, which lead to yonder magnificent 
ftructures,.:ereéted by the Tragic and Comic Mufe. There 
you may obferve many trying to force a paflage without 
chart or compafs. Some :haye been overfet by crowding 
too much fail, and others have founder’d by carrying too 
much ballaft.. An Arcadian veflel (the mafter an Jri/b- 
man) was, thro’ contrary fqualls, fcarce able to live nine 
days: but you fee that light Jta/ian Gondola, Git Amanti 
Gelofi, fkims along pleafantly before the wind, and out- 
ftrips the painted Frigates of her country, Didone and 
Artaferfe. Obferve that triumphant Squadron, to whofe 
flag all the others pay homage. Moft of them are fhips 
of the firft rate, and were fitted out many years ago, Tho’ 
fomewhat irregular in their make, and but little conform- 
able to the exact rules of art, they will ever continue the 
pride and glory of thefe feas: for, as it is remarked by 

“ the 
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“«« the prefent Laureat in his Prologue to Papal Tyranny, 


« Shakefpeare, whofe art no play-wright cou'd excell, 
“© Has launch’d us fleets of plays, and built them well,” 


The Genius then bad me turn my eye, where the water 
feemed to foam with perpetual agitation. ‘* That, faid he, 
“is the ftrong CurRENT of Poritics, often fatal to 
“ thofe who venture on it.’’ I could not but take notice 
of a poor wretch on the oppofite fhore, faften’d by the 
ears to a terrible machine, This the Genius informed me 
was the memorable Deror, fet up there as a Land-mark, 


to prevent future mariners from fplitting on the fame rock. 


To this turbulent profpect fucceeded objects of a more 
placid nature. In a little creek winding thro’ flow’ry meads 
and fhady groves, I defcried feveral gilded Yachts and Plea- 
fure-Boats, all of them keeping due time with their filver 
oars, and gliding along the fmooth, even, calm, regularly- 
flowing RivuLets of RuyMe. Shepherds and Shepherdeffes 
play’d on the banks; the fails were gently {welled with the 
foft breezes of amorous Sighs, and little Loves {ported in the 
filken cordage. 


My attention was now called off from thefe pacific 
fcenes to an obftinate engagement between feveral fhips 
diftinguifh’d from all others by bearing the Holy Gro/s for 
their Colours. Thefe, the Genius told me, were employed 
in the Holy War of Religious Controverfy; and he pointed 
out to me a few Cor/airs in the fervice of the Infidels, fome- 
times aiding one party, fometimes fiding with the other, as 
might beft contribute to the general confufion. | 


Ir were needlefs to enumerate many other particulars 
that engaged my notice. Among the reft wasa large Fleet 
of Annotators, Dutch-built, which failed very heavy, were 

G often 
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often a-ground, and continually ran foul on each other. The 
whole Ocean, I alfo found, was infefted by Pyrates, who 
ranfacked every rich veffel that came in their way. Moft 
of thefe were endeavouring to make the Coa/ of Gain by 
hanging out Falfe Colours, or by forging their Pafs-ports, 
and pretending to be freighted by the moft reputable Traders. 


My eyes were at laft fix’d, I know not how, ona fpa- 
cicus Channel running thro’ the midft of a great City. I 
felt fuch a fecret impulfe at this fight, that I could not help 
enquiring particularly about it. ‘* The difcovery of that 
* Paffage, faid the Genius, was firft made by one Bicker- 
“« faff, in the good thip call’d The Tarier, and who af- 
“* terwards embarked inthe SprecTaTor and GUARDIAN. 
*« Thefe have been followed fince by a numerous fhoal of 
* little Sloops, Skiffs, Hoys, and Cock-boats, which have 
* been moft of them wreck’d in the attempt; and thither 
* alfo muft your courfe be directed.” At this inftant the 
Genius faddenly fnatch’d me up in his arms, and plunged 
me headlong into the inky flood. While I lay gafping and 
ftruggling beneath the waves, methought I heard a familiar 
voice calling me by my name; which awaking me, I with 
pleafure recolleéted the features of the Genius in thofe of 
my Publither, who was ftanding by my bed fide, and had 
called upon me for Copy, 
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